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ate brown bread. When I stayed with William Morris at Kelmscott and
slept in mid-winter with windows wide open, my jug was frozen deeper
than any one else's."
"Morris was not a vegetarian."
"Mrs. William Morris had to have her meat. She regarded my diet
as a suicidal fad. There are people to-day who regard it so in spite of the
fact that I'm on the way to ninety .They still look upon a meatless day as a
penance, as they look upon all pleasures. It probably is: a man who
dropped his aitches4 was preferable to a man who dropped his meat.
She did not conceal her contempt for my folly. When I dined with them
my appetite returned, as it always does at the sight of a particularly nice
pudding. Mrs. Morris pressed a second helping"on me which I consumed
to the entire satisfaction of the family. Then she said: 'That'll do you good,
there is suet in it!' That was the only remark she ever allowed herself to
make to me. When I die, if ever I will, it will be put down to my diet.
I'm always going across the course of nature: I deliberately chose the
path of most resistance and rose by the force of gravity."
He put in a word for his youthful rival who was very much in the
news. "Winston Churchill smokes, drinks and eats meat and has managed
to survive. Of course, if we stop killing animals and insects, they'd kill
us. It's a matter of who is to survive, after all. Rabbits, tigers and fleas
must be slain and so should incorrigible criminals, dangerous lunatics and
idiots. Of course," he added generously, "the operation should not be
cruel."
I suggested that under certain circumstances he himself might have
been considered incorrigible and dangerous. "You may remember," I
said, "when Tolstoy was excommunicated from the church by the
Holy Synod of Russia he was derided and pointed at: 'Look! There
goes the devil in human form!' If you had your way Tolstoy would
have gone the way of rabbits, tigers and fleas; so, I have no doubt,
would Samuel Butler, for not accepting in foil Darwin's theories."
"I was considered as monstrous as Tolstoy, after the publication of my
Commonsense of the War. I was, as a matter of fact, excommunicated from
every tennis club, every golf club and even from the Butchers* Guild; in
short, from every religious order. I had to stop doing all the things I
never wanted to do and never did." He paused a while and then con-
tinued: "For myself I am well satisfied. Success comes streaming in on
me from every side."
The immediate problem for us was how to get the cows away from